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lost without a hand to hold 


by eternalempires 


Humans were... humans were cruel. 


Most times, they were mean and they had weird smelling homes and odd practices and he 
hated them and they hated him in return with equal vigor. 


Tommy's very tired of being a monster; he doesn't want to be one anymore. 


All he wants to be, instead, is loved. 


ok Kok 


Being in the foster system is hard enough but being a werewolf in it is even harder. Who 
wants a kid who's a beast, a moon child, a lie? 


Tommy is sick of wondering. He's sick of wanting a pack, wanting a family so why is it— 
when he finally gives up—there comes along a family who threatens to tear down all his 
walls? Who he wants to slip past them and hold him? 


It doesn't seem fair. 


Notes 


Hey guys! This is mostly a very fluffy fic of Tommy, of course, as expected, as always in 
my fic, finding people to love him and to love in return BUT there is also some /neg aspects 
of this fic, so be careful! 

CW: mentioned/implications of child abuse, child neglect, mentions of mutilation, 
descriptions of violence and minor descriptions of torture (very minor and via silver), panic 
attacks, unconsensual drug-usage (wolfsbane) and self-harm (fighting against a shift). 


Please stay safe! Love you guys! 
Gifted to LuckyPhantom because you're an absolute sweetheart and I can't tell you how 
much I appreciated your comment on my last fic :)) 


See the end of the work for more notes 


e Inspired by Diasporas Blue by SilverWing15 


Humans were... humans were cruel. 


Most times, they were cold and they had weird smelling homes and odd practices and he hated 
them and they hated him in return with equal vigor. 


Usually, anyways. 


There were some humans he liked, like Mrs. Puffy—she was a social worker married to the baker 
who owned the small shop across from the group home he stayed at between placements. 


It was a nice place, not safe but nice. 


The smell was a little overwhelming but everything always tasted good, even if the chocolate made 
him really sick afterwards. 


His social worker really hated it when he went in there, though, so he didn't visit often. 


Didn't visit when he knew he'd get caught. 


He wouldn’t have stopped usually, not without a good fight. Mostly because Niki was always 
really nice to him and the Captain told really cool stories (there was one, once, where the werewolf 
was the hero instead of the monster and he retells it to himself before bed; he can’t risk forgetting 
something that means so much to him). 


But then he quickly noticed how, afterwards, Clara—his social worker—found out that he had 
visited the café, the family he got placed in afterwards was always bad. 


Always, without fail, those homes had been with humans. 
Humans who really didn’t like the fact that he was a werewolf, like, at fucking all. 


So, he said fuck that, stopped going, and the homes were a little better. Not by much, but the 
pretend kindness always lasted a little longer, the foster siblings always a little less vindictive, the 
parents always slightly colder but didn’t give him anything to be hopeful for or try to force him to 
be grateful about. 


Not that it mattered, though, how long the kindness lasted. 
It was never real and it never was enough—he never had enough time to heal or forget. 


The last home he had been in, he was there for all of 12 hours before the foster mother had seen 
him bare his teeth at the stairs he had just tripped down (he wouldn’t have done it if he had known 
she was watching) and called Clara in hysterics about how she “didn’t know he was feral”. 


But that wasn’t his fault she was so fucking forgetful. 


She had to have read his file, had to have been told. Had been told the boy is a monster, had been 
given the silver cuffs in case he became a little too wolf and a little less person, told all about his 
red flags and fangs and warning signs, would have been told about all the disgusting things that 
make him far from human. 


No fosters take him in without knowing all that stuff. 


“Not all of it’s bad,” the social worker had told him once, “but people deserve to know before you 
go into their homes. It’s the best way to stay safe.” 


But not for his safety, no, never his. 
Theirs , for the people forced to take care of a moon child, a beast. 


His new foster placements (mentioned only briefly by name and a half-emergency) did not seem to 
like what Clara had explained to them. 


She explained about the feral nature of Tommy’s, of the wolfsbane oil they could lace into his 
drinks or food to make him weaker if they started to feel threatened, of the silver cuffs and 
necklace the state will give them so when the full moon comes around they can ensure that Tommy 
wouldn’t hurt them (while in the same sentence assuring that he’d never do it but oh, those wolves, 
you never know with animals like them). 


She explained that if they wanted to keep him locked up for more than a week, they had to return 
him—explained how a little of the wolfsbane isn’t lethal but they are to, under no circumstances, 
give him it all at once. 


All of it won’t kill him, he knows this due to the fosters who hadn’t heeded that warning, but it'll 


surely feel like it will. 


The father—a blond man whose presence gives him away as non-human even if nothing else does 
—smells like the beginning of rot. It’s sharp, blunt and straight to the point; he’s angry, half- 
worried and half something else entirely. The son of the Creature is a tall brunette, lanky and far 
too perfectly pretty to be human—a fae. He stinks of magic and something a little heavier, like he’s 
been wronged, like there’s just been a lie in the air and it had broken boundaries. 


The fae are fickle, strange. 


Tommy’s never really been sure when it comes to their scents, never really known how to interpret 
what for what and when to take the stagnant scent of earth in the air as a warning or as a blessing. 


He doesn’t have nearly enough experience to be able to tell correctly. 


He doesn’t usually mind, all the faes he’s met have been in passing and through quick exchanges 
of head nods and the flick of his tail, acknowledgement. 


He’s never had to live with one of them and even if that stupid little pup in the back of his head is 
perked up, intrigued, he knows far better than to let that curiosity run it’s course—to dare to ask 
questions, to wonder. That it's better to kill it off as soon as it starts than to let it live and grow. 


Tommy knows better than to want anything more than what he’s given. 


“Legally,” the foster father began, brows wrinkled together, “do we have to take the oils and the 
silver?” 


“Hm?” Clara’s expression goes all screwy, looking slightly confused. “Why wouldn’t you want to 
take them?” 


Tommy has plenty of reasons he, personally, wouldn’t want them to be taken. 
It’s the first time a foster parent hasn’t wanted to, though. 


“T believe they won’t be needed,” the man—Phil, was his name?—says, calm and confident. He 
still smells angry, though. The air around him has become stiff, twisting up into something with the 
potential to go lethal. 


It tastes like Old magic. 


The Creature must be from Ancient Blood and if that doesn’t make Tommy nervous then he’d 
think himself crazy. Because, well, everyone knows not to fuck with an Ancient one, even humans. 


“Ah, well, they are mandatory if you want to foster Tommy,” Clara says all matter-of-factly, as if 
she knows that they’re wrong, as if it’s true. As if Tommy’s ever hurt someone before when he’s 
gone more animal than boy. “If you don’t want to deal with the hassle of them, then—” 


“Hassle? It’s not a hassle, it's just simply horrible. Why is it mandatory?” The Ancient’s eyes 
narrow, his body leaning back into his seat. Tommy sinks further into his own at the tone, eyes 
flitting away and to the other side of his social worker’s little office, to the son while she explains 
the precautions that the system has in place for all ‘supernaturals’. 


Wilbur (was it?) looks rather apathetic but it’s fake—something’s simmering under the surface, 
that he’s sure of. 


He’s mastered how to tell emotions quickly. 
Half of him thinks it’s partly invasive, the other half know it’s necessary for survival. 


The fae blinks at him, head tilting as those brown eyes are suddenly on Tommy, observing. He 
feels the other’s magic nudge against him, pressing in as if he can’t feel it. He nudges it back, 
makes his edges hiss their warning, wrinkling his nose. 


Wilbur wrinkles his nose back at the pup. 


Tommy almost smiles, almost gives away his amusement—because oh, look, someone who 
humors him, look, there’s someone who’s curious too, someone paying attention to him—but 
Clara’s tone turns a little sharper and he flinches, looks away, and tunes back into the conversation. 


“It’s mandatory, Mr. Minecraft, I don’t know what more to tell you,” the social worker says. 


It’s in that way of hers that Tommy tries to avoid, the one that tells him the next house he’s placed 
in will make sure his time there hurts. 


He startles as the other adult replies, realizing they’re still arguing about the precautions. Why is 
Phil arguing so hard? Does he really not want anything to tame the werewolf, the half beast? What 
would make him not want them? 


Maybe he just has something against silver, or the smell of Wolfsbane. 
Maybe he just doesn’t want to sign any extra paperwork. 
Maybe it’s a really weird manipulation tactic. 


“Tommy is a child .” Phil spits, the words more frustrated than any of his past attempts to reason 
with the woman. “And you want to say I should be given chains and poison just because he’s a 
werewolf? There’s other ways to make sure he won’t hurt others or himself. There’s other ways to 
ensure everyone’s safety without putting him at risk.” 


That’s... 
Tommy doesn’t know what to think about that. 


The social worker stares for a couple seconds then sighs, pinching the bridge of her nose. “Listen, I 
hear you. You don’t want to take them but if you want to foster Tommy then you’ll have to. It’s 
your choice to use them or not, but it’s state-mandated that a werewolf under the care of said state 
be given these things in preparation of his shifts and to lessen his non-human features. They’re for 
your safety, Mr. Minecraft, be grateful for them.” 


And Tommy almost chokes on the scent of the pure resentment pouring from the Ancient one. It’s 
potent, volatile. 


Even without a mutt’s nose, he’s almost shocked that Clara can’t pick up on it. 
How couldn’t she? How aren’t her instincts raging right now? 


His are, they’re screaming at him to run, run, get away —voices from his older placements 
pouring in, the stench of anger familiar as it is terrifying— 


A stupid mutt like you should know better than to run away — 


His instincts want him to roll over, to show his stomach, his neck, to whimper and whine and 
submit. 


Because getting away, leaving, running would be great but something in him just knows that there’s 
no getting away from this man, this creature— 


He doesn’t know how she’s just sitting there, not caring— 

Tommy’s fists clench in his lap. 

It’s fake. You’re doing this for attention. 

He holds his breath. 

Feral mutt. 

Anxiety wraps itself into his lungs, pleading, and he fights back a whimper. 
Ears pressing flat into his curls. His shoulders tense up and scrunch closer to himself— 
Stupid fucking mutt. Stupid monster. 

He’s in danger, danger danger — 

You’re just doing it for attention . 

He’s going to get hurt— 


His jaw clenches and he keeps his mouth fully closed (he knows the consequences of baring his 
teeth, even if it’s not out of anger) and tries to get his thoughts under control. 


Tommy knows he’s too much—too dramatic. 

You’re too much. 

You’re a monster. 

He knows there’s no reason he should be panicking right now. 

His instincts are just stupid, he’s just stupid, he’s making stuff up again just to get attention. 
Freaking himself out for no reason. 

Liar. A lying monster is worse than a scary one and you? You’re not scary. 


Scary, scary, scary—scared. They’re not scared of him. That’s what they always say, that they’ re 
not scared of him because he might be a monster, a mutt, but he’s a tiny one and look, look how 
he’s just there look how easy it is to just— 


To just— 
They’re not scared of some stupid mutt but this stupid mutt is scared. 
Tommy’s scared. Yeah, he’s scared. He shouldn’t be but he is. 


The fear doesn’t matter, it doesn’t matter. Tommy takes a stuttering breath in, focusing on not 
letting his claws pop out and cut open his palms. The fear doesn’t matter. 


Stop making a big deal out of nothing. 
The anger’s twisted—softened. 
Stupid mutt. 


Another whine wants to crawl out of his throat but he swallows it down, anxiety is bitter and it 
gives it’s revenge in the form of nausea but he ignores that feeling, too. 


Stupid, stupid, stupid. 
He’s not in danger. 


Tommy knows he’s not in danger but—but instincts are instincts and he can’t help that his gets so 
upset at smelling something so corrosive as the Ancient one’s anger. 


He wonders, briefly, how he’s going to get through even a week living like this. Living constantly 
on edge, fighting himself, fighting to get away whenever he annoys the man or does something 
wrong when he knows that running isn’t an option. 


Being labeled as a difficult kid, a problem child, isn’t good. 

But problem kids have a lot more freedom than the ones labeled as flight risks. 

“Tommy?” That’s—Phil. Phil is talking to him, frowning at him, actually. “Are you ready?” 
To die? Yep. 


“Um,” Tommy hesitates, ignoring how his hands shake as he squeezes them together as he looks 
away. The stupid little wolf in his head whines, begging him to keep his eyes on the predator, 
never turn your back, run — “T wasn’t, I didn’t hear you cor-correctly, I’m sorry. I... sorry, what 
did you say, sir?” 


The anger is calm, it doesn’t spike from where it lays as a baseline, simmering. A salty but 
soothing mix of something else does, though. 


It’s... confusing. 
It smells a lot like Puffy’s concern but it can’t be that. It just can’t. 
It wouldn’t make sense. 


“No worries, mate,” Phil’s expression softens and he tenses when the man stands. “We finished all 
the paperwork. Wilbur took everything we needed to the car already, now we just need to head that 
way too so I asked if you’re ready. Do you have anything else you need to grab?” 


“Oh.” Tommy glances between Phil and Clara (who looks steadily more bored as this goes on). He 
shakily stands and although he tries for nonchalant, his ears pressing flat probably gives him away. 
“T have—I have everything, sir.” 


He grabs his backpack, thankful he always keeps it with him because if he hadn’t, he’d have 
nothing after that last placement. 


“Good,” Phil’s eyes look sad and he looks away, hating pity. “C’ mon, let's head out.” 


“Bye,” Clara waves a dismissive hand. “Call if you need to and not before then.” 


Tommy nods, dunking his head as he follows the Ancient one out of the office, trying to take 
steady breaths but the anger is still there and it hurts to smell, his nose burning. 


He wished he was human for a lot of reasons, before. 
His nose has always been one of them. 


Getting him into trouble, spiking his curiosity, making him feel ill if there’s a scent too strong or 
too potent around. It saved his life in the past but if he were human... 


If he were human, maybe he wouldn’t have needed saving. 

The ride to their house was spent with the fae and Phil humming or trying to start small talk but it 
was mostly spent in silence. 

The silver by Wilbur’s feet and the wolfsbane right next to it is mocking. 


It’s a constant reminder that they can—and probably will—hurt him. That he’s different, an 
outsider. These people might not be humans but he knows that humans aren’t the only ones capable 
of being cruel. 


He’s been attacked by another werewolf before. 
Bitten by a seelie, a vampire, a ghoul with a nasty overbite. 


He’s been beat up by a group of fox shifters, picked on by pixies. He’s fought a lot of people, lost 
to even more, hurt by plenty of humans. 


None of them fae, none of them Ancient. 


But that doesn’t really matter, does it? It’s a repeating pattern—a dull dance that happens over and 
over, one he can’t stop even when it starts to ache, to hurt. 


One he doesn’t hope to dare will change. 


They throw away the oils and the silver as soon as they get to the house. 


It's jarring to think that they don't want to risk something hurting him. 


He meets Phil’s other son on the second day, a vampire named Technoblade. 


He seems like a gentle giant but Tommy knows better than to assume that any form of kindness 
will be given to him freely and without consequence. 


He knows better than to think he deserves the kindness, too. 


The first week goes by quickly but weirdly. 
The rules here are different. 
Phil isn’t strict and he isn’t cruel—stern but compassionate. 


There is no awkward game of tag for Tommy, no pinballing himself from person to person to 


isolation in hopes to not wear their tolerance for him too thin. Things are more fair, here. This 
family doesn’t make many mistakes, and doesn't seem to want to hurt him. Phil pays attention to 
everyone’s needs, he is not a lazy father or guardian. 


It’s strange, seeing and receiving such blatant care. 
Wilbur has a sharp wit and a smooth voice. 


He’s good at playing the guitar and better at guessing what Tommy needs to feel safe before 
Tommy even recognizes it himself. 


Technoblade is the same way—the vampire hears his pulse quicken and changes whatever he’s 
doing to lessen the fear. 


They seem safe. 
The distrust that’s prevailed for years, that’s kept him alive, says otherwise. 


Tommy doesn’t know what to believe. 


It’s absurd how quickly Tommy got attached to the three of them within the first couple of months. 


Phil was great, he learned that the man was an Ancient Fae and with that, he grew giddy with the 
little sparks of magic— true magic —that the other could make. He was a kind father with a loud 
presence and an equally loud laugh. Sometimes it was hard to forget that he wasn’t Tommy’s 
father, sometimes Tommy slipped up and wanted to call him Dad. 


Technoblade, like he always thought, was honestly a gentle giant. The vampire was soft in his 
emotions and just as awkward, understanding and patient and always ready with a book in his hand 
and a sarcastic quip on his lips. 


He’s amazing and Wilbur? 


Wilbur even more-so. Wilbur is one of those one in a lifetime kind of people and if Tommy’s all 
moonlight and sharp grins, this fae is all sunbeams and quick smiles. He’s quick to make Tommy 
laugh, he’s always spinning this story or that, weaving tales and songs and magical memories into 
one long rope just winding Tommy tight, dragging him in. 


Their relationship had a slow, unsteady start but by the fifth month, the pup was following him 
close at the heels, eager to spend the day with his favorite person. 


At first, Tommy had told himself he wouldn’t, told himself he’d stay on guard, stay vigilant, stay 
distant but... but it was so hard to practice what he preached. 


Everything about Phil made him want to bare his neck, made him want his Alpha to slide a warm, 
protective hand over his neck, wanting his father to welcome him to the dinner table with a gentle 
smile and a warm hug. Wanting to play-fight Techno for his red sweatshirt, to jump and pounce 
and tug at Wilbur for the fae’s attention. Wanting lazy afternoons and fun mornings and days 
where they’re piled together and as happy as they deserve to be. 


Everything about Tommy is hardwired to be loved by a family, a pack. He is not meant to be a 
solitary creature. He is not meant to live alone, to thrive with no one by his side. 


Despite all the lone wolf jokes he spits out, despite all the little comments and thoughts about how 


he’s fine by himself, he’s not. 
He knows he’s not, knows he never was. 
And that—that’s terrifying. 


Because he wants it so bad —he wants these people to be his pack and he knows, he knows that 
when Phil tells him that “this is home, Toms, you belong here as much as the rest of us” and when 
Technoblade shrugs and says “this is your family too, Theseus" and Wilbur promises, “‘you’ re 
mine, sunshine, Ill always want you” that they mean it. 


But—they can’t mean it, not really, not when they haven’t met all of him. 
Haven’t meant the monster half yet. 


Because Tommy’s been careful. He’s made sure to sneak out every full moon, to hide himself 
away in his room the week during it and a day or two after when his instincts are still wound up, 
when he just wants to sink into his paws and press his head under his pack’s hands, wants to let 
them brush through his fur and play with him, and lay under the moon. 


Because he wants that, he has to hide. 
The first couple of months were tense. 


Phil didn’t like him out in the woods all alone, didn’t like what Tommy did the first time the full 
moon rolled around and he couldn’t control the shift—he was usually so good at sticking to his 
skin instead of his fur. 


He’s good about keeping the growls, the claws, the rumbles and barks and wagging tail to himself. 
He’s good at keeping his ears still and his instincts from getting too rowdy. 


He’s good at it but on the full moon, he doesn’t have a choice. 


Usually, the foster parents would wrap him up in silver, the cuffs and the necklace keeping a 
young pup like him down enough that he could barely whimper when they doused wherever he 
was in wolfsbane. 


Usually, he’d be chained up, unable to run, to hope. 


He’d be locked in a basement, a room, a closet, a cage—anything to keep the beast away and to 
himself and made sure that everyone was safe from him. When the night was over and he traded 
the sharp teeth and stained fur for cold, blood-smeared skin that burned so harshly against the 
Silver, it’d be rare that they let him out. 


Most of the time, they’d wait until mid-day to release him, just to be sure. 


Tell him that he better be grateful he’s still alive, that they don’t have a new pelt spread out in the 
living room. He always replied that the scars would make for an ugly rug. 


They gave him some ugly bruises to match the comment. 


So that first night, that first month there, when he couldn’t keep the shift from taking over he didn’t 
know what to do—panicked. Grabbed the biggest blanket he could, stuffed it into the bottom of his 
closet, went into it, and rigged the door to stay shut with a spell Wilbur taught him (the stronger his 
fear, the stronger the magic held). 


He shifted soon after, wanting out but wanting to stay right there, torn between the need for his 
pack and the need for safety. Even shifted, even controlled by his instincts, he had been wary 
enough— remembered enough —that he knew to not let them find him like this. 


Find him in his wolf form, find him less than the human he dared to pretend he was any other time. 
He’d be trapped, too. He might be a kid but werewolves aren’t small. 


He practically took up the entire closet, being slightly bigger than a large dog, but he was used to 
making himself smaller. He shrunk into himself, snout pressed into the blanket, whining and ears 
pressed flat. 


He’s so young for a wolf, too young to be by himself. 


(Being alone was better than being chained, than cruel, hurting hands running through his fur and 
pulling, than cold words sounding sickly sweet as they asked him how he felt about his tail, if he 
thought it would look better off of him. 


Being alone was better than not being alone, than the pain.) 
Wilbur heard the whimpering from Tommy’s room first. 


He doesn’t remember much, just his big brother’s soft, worried voice, later Technoblade’s, then 
Phil’s when the others had (he was later told) gotten too panicked and got their dad. 


After that, he doesn’t know, he just remembers waking up with his knees pressed into his chest, 
arms wrapped tight around himself and tear tracks dried and stiff on his face. He was shivering 
despite the blanket half-huddled over his shoulders. 


His entire body ached. 
Outside of his door, he heard Wilbur’s voice floating through it, the spell long gone. 
The fae was singing. 


It took a while to find the courage to come out and face the three of them and it was awkward for a 
good couple days after. They understood but also didn’t and Tommy, despite being grateful for 
their reassurances, got snappy when he got defensive. 


They dropped the questions (but never the concern) to avoid the fights it would cause otherwise. 


The next time the full moon came, Phil hesitatingly offered him the choice of the woods—told him 
it would be more comfortable than the closet, that he had to promise to stay safe and stay close out 
there, that he was always more welcome to come inside and join them or have then join him 
outside. 


He had nodded and went to shift in the woods, alone. 
That had been that. 


Tommy had thought that, no matter how lonely, it was better than being cramped or caged up or 
chained. He thought that he’d just go out into the woods like all the other months before. 


He’s done it six times before, he knows the route he always takes, knows the path he created by 
going over it far too often. He knows he circles the house, sticking close to the trees but soothing 
the need to make sure his pack is safe. 


He’s done it a lot, the routine is something he’s never had the chance to develop before but still, it 
was familiar. 


Doing it for the seventh time shouldn’t have made that much of a difference. 


Tommy had been antsy all day. Sometimes, he wants to just get it over with, wants to shift early 
and without fighting it, without it hurting (because if he waits, if he shrugs off the urges, it does 
hurt). 


It was one of those times and it sucked . 


He wanted to be close to his pack so he was, he made breakfast with Phil that morning, getting as 
close as he dared to. Afterwards, he helped Wilbur put in new strings for his guitar and then went 
out and pulled weeds with Techno to keep the vampire’s garden healthy. 


Then, they all piled together on the long couch—practically laying on the fae, head to his chest, 
Technoblade on one side where he trapped Tommy’s ankles between his own and Phil on the 
other, hand gently resting over one of his wrists in those rare moments when the pup could both 
handle and allow touch—and started a movie marathon. They mostly talked, poked fun at the 
actors or the plot but it was still fun. 


It was fun until the urge to shift started to get harder to ignore, going from an itch to an ache 
underneath his skin. Until his gums stung, until he felt his heartbeat in each fingertip, until his tail 
was all bristled up in pain, his ears pressed flat. 


It was fun until he was more uncomfortable than content just laying with his family. 
His pack who, of course, noticed. 


“Tommy?” Wilbur questioned—tright as a spike of pain shot through his spine, magic running 
through his veins, angry about the skin above it. 


"Oh fuck," Tommy gasped, feeling his teeth sharpen and bit down on his molars with a whimper. 
"No, no." 


Hands are on his shoulder and he knows the fae, his brother, feels it when his magic ripples. 

"No, no, not now." He whines desperately, ripping himself away from them. 

He almost falls, lost in his blind panic, but a warm hand grabs his arm— 

He pulls away as another wave of pain rips straight up his back, down his arms. 

Tommy cries out, stumbling back—they’re right there, they’re right there—they’re going to see — 
“Tommy, Tommy,” that’s Phil—that’s his Alpha. “Hey bud, hey, it’s okay—” 


“Go 'way—’” He gasps, twisting away from the Ancient fae as his knees give out. His claws dig 
into the wall, scrambling to keep himself up as the pup pressing against it. 


Phil rushes forward and Tommy whines sharply, letting go to wrap his arms around his head. Not 
again, not again, he doesn’t want to be — 


Not by Phil, please please please — 


Not by his Alpha, his dad, please, not again, not again— 


There’s voices around him and they’re his pack but something’s wrong—something’s wrong—he’s 
trying to stop the fur from taking over, from being more beast than boy— 


“Dad,” that’s Wilbur, he’s scared; Wil’s not supposed to get scared. “I don’t understand—” 
He doesn’t understand either— 

“fighting the shift—” 

“But why would he—” 

“hurts?” 

Tommy whimpers, digging his claws into his hair, right below his ears. 

He feels the shift, it’s twisting all his bones up, grinding joints together, it hurts, hurts hurts — 
He forces himself to stand, unable to force himself to stop crying. 

To stop the pathetic whimpers from leaving his mouth. 


He stumbles away, harsh breath leaving hardly working lungs—how does he get to the woods— 
the door—he needs to get outside, he needs to Jeave —he’s in the living room but the front door is 
blocked by Phil— 


They’ re seeing this, he needs to get out, out out out — 

The kitchen has a sliding door but that leads to Techno’s garden—there’s a fence— 
He’s trapped. 

He's trapped. 


He’s stuck, oh Gods, he’s going to hurt someone, he’s going to get locked up again, he’s not going 
to be able to control himself and this is his family his pack he can’t risk losing them because he’s 
going to lose them— 


Because they’re going to see how much of a monster he is and they’re going to send him away 
because he’s different and disgusting and such a stupid little mutt — 


And stupid mutts get locked up because they don’t know better— 


“Please, please,” Tommy’s pleading, gasping, he doesn’t even realize it, “please, please I know 
better, please, I know better, I know better, I know better, please, don’t put me in the cage, please 
—” He gasps, sobs, curls tighter around him because it hurts — “Please, I know better, it hurts, 
please don’t put me in the cage, please—” 


Someone makes a wounded noise, anger and concern stick to the air, thick and potent and the pup 
whimpers, begs, “please, please—it hurts, it hurts, please don’t put me in the cage, please—” 


“Shh, Toms” a shaking, cool hand on the back of his neck and his sobs grow harder. “It’s okay, 
love. It’s okay, you can shift. There’s no cage, there’s no cage. You’re safe here.” 


“Tt’s okay, sunshine,” another hand through his hair, full of magic. “We’re here, you’re safe.” 
Something warm, heavy, settles over him—smelling of old books and the earth. 


His pack—his family— 


The shift takes over and Tommy whimpers, trembling throughout his whole body as he gives in 
with a low whine, drawn out and pitiful as he trades hands for paws and a nose for a snout. 


The hand on the pack of his neck stays, soothing and steady and he shakes harder. 


His Alpha is kind, is there , and the protection that this truth brings is as haunting as it is healing. 
He barely recognizing it in his panic. His brothers are here too, worried and half to tears, and Gods 
—Tommy did that to them, didn’t he? He hurt them already? 


Technoblade’s hoodie is over him, the red one, the Tommy-dubbed ‘cape’. 
It smells like his brothers, his Alpha, like himself. 


Them all, together, and the pup can’t help but to curl up tighter, to shove his head underneath it and 
hides, safe from the world and surrounded by the scent of his pack. There’s no one touching him 
anymore, and somehow that’s worse. 


He doesn’t want to leave them. 
He doesn’t want to leave this pack, this house, this love that he has for them. 


But now they know—now they saw—and he’s going to have to leave. No one has seen how bad of 
a monster Tommy is and wanted him to stay. 


A yelp escapes without his permission when something presses against his side, right over where 
he knows a deep scar parts his fur, and the touch is quickly removed. The scars look much worse 
than they actually are when he’s in his wolf form. They worst are more noticeable simply because 
people can tell they’re there without a doubt since none of his thick coat covers them. 


Body tense, he slowly raises his head out of the hoodie, ready to bolt despite how weak he feels. 
A shift like that is always taxing, tiring. 


“Hey, sunshine,” Wilbur’s warm brown eyes meet his, a smile on the fae’s lips. When he dares to 
glance at his other brother and his Alpha, his heart begins to hurt. 


Tommy whines, ears pressing down harder, looking away. 


It’s not fair, it’s not fair that they’re all giving him such patient, gentle looks. It’s not fair that 
they’re so kind to him, he doesn’t deserve it. 


“Hey,” Wil says again, softer. He doesn’t look. “You’re okay, little one. We’re okay. No one’s 
angry, you’re safe here, I promise.” He pauses, takes a deep breath, seems to hesitate before 
asking: “Does it still hurt, sunshine?” 


The pup hesitates too, glancing at his pack. 


He takes a deep breath, the shaking subsiding just a bit when there’s no anger, just a bit of fear 
from them. A lot of fear, actually, in total. It’s coming from him. 


They’re not mad. He takes another breath in, trying to calm himself. 


Worried? 


That doesn’t—make sense. 


He whines in confusion but shakes his head, it doesn't hurt more than it usually does, watching 
warily as Wilbur relaxes just a bit, as Technoblade’s grip on his cup (when and why did he grab 
that?) loosens, as Phil’s shoulders sag just a bit. 


They’re not okay? Are they hurt? 


Tommy shuffles, huffing as the space he’s in feels so much smaller than it does in his other skin 
but it also, somehow, feels like the space is a lot better too. Much more comfortable to be shifted 
than to have that almost constant itch of desiring to do so—one that’s mostly there because of how 
much he doesn’t do so. 


He leans his head closer, nudges Wilbur’s hand. He doesn’t smell blood, he’s not hurt—but the fae 
does stiffen at the contact and Tommy is quick to flinch away. 


He scared his brother. 
He— 


“Theseus,” Technoblade says so of course, of course he raises his head and looks at his brother 
despite the fear. Of course he does—it’s Technoblade. “We are not scared of you.” This is said 
firmly, the vampire’s face stern and confident even when his tone is gentle. “We don’t think you 
deserve to be locked up or hidden or run from. You are our family, you’re a pup, our pup. We’re 
not scared of you.” 


And gods, did he need to hear that. 


It might be a lie but he’s tired, he’s tired of being so afraid and thinking others are so afraid of him 
that he just believes him. 


Techno is the furthest away from him, still pressed against the couch but Tommy makes quick 
work of hobbling over to him, legs unsteady but that doesn’t really matter when he lets himself fall 
against the other anyways. 


His body slumps, still trembling. 
He yips at his older brother, resting his head in his lap. 


The pup closes his eyes, nuzzling closer when a warm hand gets pressed into his fur, slowly 
rubbing over his head. 


Technoblade pulls him further into his laa—the vampire is practically a tank, bulky and tall in one 
go, he easily fits the young wolf over his legs, one arm around Tommy and the other resting over 
him, hand slowly petting his head. 


Tommy presses closer, ears perking up as Techno begins to purr and clumsily tries to rumble back 
at him. 


It earns him a chuckle from Phil and for Wilbur to aw, to press a gentle hand into the blond fur on 
his side, running it soothingly down his back. The closeness makes him want to get up and run 
around, to howl with happiness and roughhouse with his brothers, to tackle his Alpha and get that 
soft reprimanding he usually gets, to have the hand pressed at the back of his neck when his 
anxiety raises far too high in his throat. 


But he also never wants to move, for this moment to end. 
“Toms,” Phil says, “we still got to talk, bud. We can’t have you doing this again.” 
And Tommy tenses, hiding his head under Techno’s arm. 


He knew it was too good to be repeated; he knew that his pack wouldn’t want to spend more time 
with him when he’s like this even if his vampire reassured him that they weren’t scared of him. 


He knows that he doesn’t deserve the comfort, the rush of euphoria that comes with being under 
the moonlight with his family, the safety that comes with being surrounded by them and happy. 


He knows he’s too much. 
He knows this... he just—he had hoped they didn’t. 


Hoped, foolishly, that the first time they saw him shift that they wouldn’t mind as much, wouldn’t 
be so disgusted with him. 


That they might not hate this side of him, might not hate that he shifts. 


But they’ ve already given him so much, they’ ve already accepted his weird quirks and loud voice 
and the almost constant way he bugs them for attention so he’ ll try for them—he won’t shift 
around them ever again. 


Not if Phil, his Alpha doesn’t want him to. 
He’ll shift back as soon as he can, even if it hurts. He can do this for them, he can. 


“He’s not taken that the right way, Phil,” Technoblade rumbles, running a comforting hand over 
his side. “You’re okay, Theseus. You did nothin’ wrong.” 


It doesn’t feel like he did nothing wrong. 
Tommy whines, presses closer. He doesn’t understand. 


“Oh,” Wilbur blurts, the inhale that comes with it sounds like the one he gives to late-night 
realizations. “Tommy, sunshine—did you think he meant not to shift again?” 


And Tommy nods, because what else could Phil have meant? 


“No, no, mate,” his Alpha cups the back of his neck and the pup whines, huffing unsteadily. It 
hurts, the rejection paired with the protection—it hurts and he doesn’t understand. “I didn’t mean it 
like that, Toms. I didn’t. I meant you can’t try to stop the shift, okay? You were hurting yourself 
doing that. You were hurting, love. I know you were really scared, and it was scary, you’ ve never 
shifted around us before but you can’t do that to yourself. We love you, we don’t want you to be in 
pain, and we will continue to love you even if you have two legs or four. It’s okay to shift around 
us, on full moons or not on full moons.” 


Love—they love him? 
Oh... he didn’t know that. 
He didn’t know he could be loved. 


“Mhm, what Dadza said,” Wilbur hums and when the pup dares to sneak a glance, his brother 


gives him a soft smile. “We love you, sunshine. I love you, little one. I love you.” 


“T love you, Theseus,” Technoblade sighs out, leaning down to press their foreheads together. “I 
know I’m not good at talkin’ about my feelings ‘n all that but I really do love you, pup. You’re a 
good kid, you deserve to know that—to believe that—even if you don’t believe anthin’ else that 
we’re telling to ya.” 


And Tommy—Tommy who’s been pushed away, been caged up and beat up and beaten down, 
Tommy who never had anyone hold him so gently before, Tommy who’s never known anything 
past destruction, past the pain, Tommy who’s never known /ove —can’t really help his reaction. 


He’s up in a second, yipping at his oldest brother, nudging their heads together as the vampire lets 
out a little ‘oomph’ at the werewolf suddenly wiggling their bodies closer. 


He wants them to know they’re loved loved loved by him. 


His pack, he loves his pack—he’s loved his Alpha and his brother for so Jong and he wanted to tell 
them but he didn’t want to ruin things but here they are, loving him back. 


Here they are, laughing happily as Tommy moves to shove his face up against Wilbur, tail 
smacking Techno in the face, attention moving rapidly away from the fae cooing at him and to the 
Ancient one when Phil pets softly down his side and— 


And he’s flopping into his Alpha’s lap, belly up as he huffs happily up at him. 


Phil’s expression goes all soft, eyes wide and a smile tugging his lips until he’s beaming down at 
the pup. His hands move to cup Tommy’s fluffy cheeks and his Alpha presses a kiss to his 
forehead before rubbing their cheeks together. 


Tommy rumbles at him before giving an ecstatic happy little ‘awoo’ that has his family all cooing 
at him 


Only, his little wolf instincts think they’re howling at him and he does it a bit louder, yipping 
afterwards as he feels warmth bubble in his chest. 


This is what he’s wanted for a long time. 
It feels so lovely to have but also impossible. 


His Alpha lightly presses a hand to his neck, rubbing softly against the space over a scar and 
Tommy goes quiet, gaze locking on Wilbur when his brother makes a short little choked noise, 
Techno frowning soon after. 


He tilts his head at them and his fae’s lips twitch up. 


“You’re adorable, Tommy, a tiny little pup,” Wil grins, moving his eyes away from the scar and to 
Tommy’s. “An itty bitty little wolf. A small baby boy, a—” 


Tommy growled softly, unhappy, before tensing all over. 


He quickly rolled onto his side, no longer feeling able to be so vulnerable and eyes his packs 
reactions with building anxiety. 


He should know better than that, to be aggressive, to act like he’s better than them, to act like he 
has any right to— 


“You’re okay, love,” Phil’s hands are back on him, gentle as they rest against his side. 
The pup huffs and shakes his head, nudging Techno with his nose. 


The vampire rests a hand against his head, raising an eyebrow at Tommy. Tommy tilts his head 
back before nudging him. Red eyes to blue, his brother’s narrowing. 


“What?” Is asked. 
He whines, then hesitates before growling very quietly and nudging him again. 


“Oh... oh, ” Technoblade says, tone all too tender as he lightly draws the pup’s face up with his 
hand. “You still aren’t scaring us, pup. You can growl all you want.” 


Tommy highly doubts that. 


“He’s right,” Wil knocks an elbow lightly against his hip. “We’re not scared of you, you’re literally 
just an oversized puppy. Barely grown into your paws, aw, look, they’re so big compared to the 
rest of you—” 


Tommy rolls his eyes, both loving the attention but not appreciating the embarrassed twinge going 
down his spine at the things his pack are admitting. 


“Alright, boys, enough teasing,” Phil laughs—the kind of laughter that’s not too loud but still 
manages to fill the room with warmth despite that. It’s always made Tommy feel reassured, loved. 
“Let's get you outside and into the moonlight, yeah? I think it’s supposed to be a lovely night out.” 


And the pup whines. 
He doesn’t want to leave them. 


“We’re coming with you, mate, don’t worry,” his Alpha says. “Like I’d leave you little shits out 
there by yourself.” 


“Hey,” Wilbur says, fake offended. “I’m literally made to be out there, Philza Minecraft. ’m 
technically just a magic infused, sentient plant.” 


“Ignoring how horrifying that description is of faes,” Phil sighs, “I’m just going to say alright and 
let you know that we’re going out there right now and you’re not going to be messing with your 
brothers' magic, Wil. Tommy's is stronger than yours right now and you shouldn't be interfering 
with it.” 


“Oo,” Techno joins in. “Dadza’s craftin’ a belt.” 


Tommy yips in amusement, standing on unsteady legs. He really wishes that his body would stop 
shaking—that the remaining fear would just leave. He’s with his pack, he should be able to leave 
the past in the past. 


The pup’s proud that he only shies away a bit when the other three stand, that he barely flinches 
when his Alpha places a reassuring hand on the back of his neck as they walk. 


Wilbur’s next to him and subtly watching him from the corner of his eye, Techno on the other side 
of Phil as they the rest of his pack—only with, unfortunately, two legs—have to grab their shoes 
and jackets before going outside. 


Phil, because he doesn’t have thumbs anymore, opens the door for him and Tommy bolts. He 


makes it about ten feet before his aching legs say fuck you and make him flop over into the grass. 


But he likes the grass, the crisp wind running through his fur, the soft shine of the moon, so he just 
rolls and lets his tail thump into the ground happily. 


Wilbur laughs and joins him—but, well, Tommy doesn’t want to stay laying down. 

So he just, without thinking, happily tackles his other brother right to the ground. 

He wants to play, play, play . 

And the pup gets to. 

For the first time, he gets to spend the full moon happy. 

The rest of the night is spent being surrounded by his pack. Wilbur plays with him, lightly shoving 
him and pretends to be taken down by being run into by the other. Technoblade wrestles with him, 


stronger and unbreakable and happy to have the little wolf cuddled up on his chest, nose in the 
vampire’s neck. 


Phil—his Alpha, his dad—is there with a steady presence, welcome to be played with and stern 
when he sees that Tommy needs a break. Somehow he always knows when the pup needs one. 


If he had been in any more control of himself, he’d fake annoyance, claim he was a big man who 
didn’t need looking out for. 


But he’s not, and he’s overjoyed that there’s someone to care for him. 
So he lets Wilbur coo at him, lets Technoblade hold him close, lets Phil worry. 


They’re his pack, they love him. And Tommy loves them—he loves that he’s not alone. That those 
lone wolf jokes are just that, jokes. He loves that they’re here, that he can play and growl and yip 
and wag his tail and just be . 


He’s glad there are no cruel humans with cruel hands and mean words. 
He’s glad that, no matter how lost he felt, how alone he was, that he’s now found. 


Tommy never really thought he’d have a pack, a family. He thought he’d be one of those lost, 
lonely kids stuck always searching, always wondering. But he’s not. He found a home, he found 
people who care about him so much that sometimes he wonders how they do it without an aching 
heart. 


He knows there will be questions when he shifts back, that there’s concerns and new rules that will 
be put in place after tonight, but not now. 


Now, he found his happiness and he’s not letting go. 


(A week from today, when Tommy visits Mrs. Puffy and her wife at their little bakery for the first 
time in seven months, he’s not scared at all. 


He realizes how much he’s changed, how much he’s healed. 


He’s got a long way to go but that’s okay. 


The pup has his pack to watch his back, to help him, to hold him safe when the only danger is in 
his head. It’s okay, because there will be people to look out for him even when it’s not.) 


When the moon is at its highest point in the sky, Tommy howls. 


His pack tries to join him and the backyard of his home is filled with laughter and warm memories. 
He thinks that the stars look a little brighter, a little more beautiful, when there are people by his 
side to enjoy them with. 


End Notes 


Hey! I hope you enjoyed this fic! I hope you guys are getting enough sleep and that you're 
staying hydrated. If not, and you're reading this late at night, it's time to put your phone 
down. Rest, you just had fluff and you deserve to treat your body with a bit of respect. 


Vampires purr. Fight me. 


Anyways, stay safe out there! 

You all are worthy of love and have innate value, 
have a good day! 

-E.E 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


